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Whose love may, when your beauties end,            50

Remain still firm: be provident.

And think, before the Summer's spent,

Of following Winter; like the ant,

In plenty hoard for time of scant.

Cull out, amongst the multitude                           55

Of lovers that seek to intrude

Into your favour, one that may

Love for an age, not for a day;

One that will quench your youthful fires,

And feed in age your hot desires.                          60

For when the storms of time have mov'd

Waves on that cheek which was belov'd,

When a fair lady's face is pin'd,

And yellow spread where red once shin'd;

When beauty, youth, and all sweets leave her,      65

Love may return, but lover never:

And old folks say there are no pains

Like itch of love in aged veins.

O love me, then, and now begin it,

Let us not lose this present minute;                      70

For time and age will work that wrack

Which time or age shall ne'er call back.

The snake each year fresh skin resumes,

And eagles change their aged plumes;

The faded rose each Spring receives                      75

A fresh red tincture on her leaves:

But if your beauties once decay,

You never know a second May,

O then, be wise, and whilst your season

Affords you days for sport, do reason;                  So

Spend not in vain your life's short hour,

But crop in time your beauty's flower,

Which will away, and doth together

Both bud and fade, both blow and wither.

LIPS AND EYES

IN Celia's face a question did arise,
Which were more beautiful, her lips or eyes?
"We," said the eyes, "send forth those pointed darts
Which pierce the hardest adamantine hearts."